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The dark cloud had been hovering since before the show. Circling. Threatening storms that had yet to come. 


It was a good show. But there was a tension there. One that could go either way-good or bad, depending on 
what happened. 


But the storm didn't break until late. 


After the show. After the party. After Lukas had spent the party curled against Pamela Anderson, who'd 
flown to see the show. After they'd spent an hour talking, cuddling, flirting, playing. 


Every once and again, he'd look up. He'd never catch Toby looking. But he knew he was there. The storm was 


awere oddly sweet and kept him on edge. 


When Tommy finally pulled Pamela free, Lukas had gotten a last caress on the cheek, a wink. He couldn't find 
Toby anywhere. As he ambled back to his hotel room, a stupid smile plastered his face. He slicked his keycard 
through the lock and stepped into the room. 


The door was barely shut before he was slammed against the wall, his breath pushed from his chest. "The 


fuck?!" He wheezed. 
"Thought that was fun, eh, mate? Thought you'd have a bit of fun with T's lady?" 


Feeling Toby's breath hot on his ear was playing havoc with Lukas's senses. Blood ran to his cheeks, staining 
them a hot red, and to his cock, making it ache. "Wasn't nothing, man." 


"Did you want to fuck her?" Toby growled low, sending the hairs on the back of his neck standing up, the air 


around them starting to crackle. 
"Listen, jackass. She likes me. We flirt. Get the fuck over yourself” 
"Oh fuck off and get over yourself. You've become such a pain in the arse lately.” 


"/ve been a pain in the ass?!" Legitimate anger mixed with Lukas's bravado. "Get a fuckin’ clue, dude. | dunno 


what you've got shoved up your ass, but you might wanna get it out" 


Toby's body, his forearm pressing Lukas to the wall. "No thanks, babe. Like my ass the way it is without the 


bull's eyes on it" 


What the fuck? What did that mean? With his cock throbbing, Lukas couldn't put it together to figure it out. 
So he snorted. "Maybe that's why you have the rep of being such a slut” 


He was rewarded, if you could call it that, with a face-full of wall. "You smell like her. What's the matter, little 
boy? Sorry you're not getting any?" 


"Gettin plenty. More than | need,” he hissed back. And it wasn't a lie. He'd been pressed into the mattress just 
this morning. He didn't figure Toby had forgotten "More than your sorry ass," he then lied. 


"Maybe that's the problem, quantity and no quality - who's the slut now, baby?" Toby leered into his ear. 


"Gettin all hot and bothered touching me, Toby?" He chuffed back, trying, with no avail, to shift, to move off 
the wall. 


"You're so full of shit, mate." But Toby did move back, a half-step. Lukas missed the heat almost immediately. 


"Doesn't change the fact that you didn't get what you wanted tonight," he baited. Cmon man, 


"You're so smart? What did | want?" 
"Obviously more attention than you were getting. Jealous much, mate?" 
And with that, the storm broke. 


"You really are a little bitch aren't?" he felt before he heard. Then Toby was back, whipping him around and 
pressing him to the wall with his whole body, hard cock against his, hand around his throat. "Well, I've had 


enough. If you want to be a bitch, might as well be mine." 


Lukas fisted his hands in Toby's shirt, pushing him away, feeling the heat, the need, the lust build between 
them. He stared into Toby's eyes. The eyes that could be ice-cold or like warm ocean. "Not your bitch." 


Before Toby could answer, Lukas yanked him back, their mouths meeting, teeth against lip, the taste of blood 


between them. 


The hand around his neck tightened a fraction as Toby hissed into his mouth. "Not yet, you're not. But you will 
be." 


And their mouths ground together again. More blood. Lukas wasn't sure whose it was. When the kiss broke 


again, he panted for breath, his body still, his eyes locked into Toby's. "So do it” 


For a moment, it seemed the storm and its welcome violence might have abated. Toby leaned down, kissing him 
softly, his hand still on Lukas's throat. "Ah, no, baby. Rape's not my scene." The he stepped back entirely, 


fingers trailing down Lukas's neck. "You want it, you're gonna have to beg me for it” 


Masking his need in anger, Lukas snarled, shoving Toby against the opposite wall, using his size to his advantage 
in caching him off-guard. "Fuck yourself . How many times | gotta tell you? Don't beg. Ever." 


But he took. Falling to his knees, he made quick work of Toby's fly, pulling his jeans down, freeing his cock and 
sucking it down his throat. 


Toby growled, his fingers tightening in Lukas's hair, hips jerking for a moment before he stilled them, almost 
pulling Lukas's head back as he slipped free. He leaned down to growl, "You know something bitch? | ought to 
smack you to hell and back for that." Then he righted himself and forced his cock back down Lukas's throat, 
fucking it. "This what you wanted, huh?" 


Not able to answer, Lukas circled his lips and let his throat open, hands fisted in Toby's jeans. This was what 
he wanted. What he needed. And he knew that Toby knew that. Felt it in the hand in his hair as Toby all but 
crooned, "Such a pretty little bitch." 


Lukas's eyes narrowed. A button that Toby unfailingly pushed. He yanked back, not letting Toby get away, 
fisting his cock, hard. "Not your bitch. Dunno how many times I'm gonna have to tell you that to get it 


through your skull, man" 


Toby groaned, his knees seeming to weaken, catching Lukas's hand in his. "Say it as often as you like, bitch, but 


one thing's clear. You are mine, if only now and l'm going to have that ass of yours." 


And the next thing Lukas knew, he was being hauled up by his hair, Toby's other hand on his dick, twisting it 
through his pants. 


"Not the hair," he hissed into Toby's mouth when he was face to face with him again. "So fuck me already. Or 


you wanna talk about it some more?" 


"IIl do what | like with you," Toby retorted roughly, unzipping Lukas's fly, and letting his pants fall to the floor. 
Then he was twisted, again facing the wall, feeling Toby's thumb breach him. "This what you want?" 


"Jesusfuckl" Lukas wheezed, white-hot heat scorching up his spine. "C'mon!" He felt Toby's teeth on his neck, 
that thumb twisting him open. 


"Come on. Take it. Take me," Toby growled in his ear. 


And suddenly the thumb was gone, replaced with Toby's thicker, longer cock, pressing him open 
"Motherfucker!" Lukas cried out, only feeling the pain as he was lanced, hands pressed to the wall. 


Gradually, too slowly even, as Toby slid further in, the pain ceded to the pleasure. 
"What're you waiting for?!" he growled. "Move." And Toby did. Lukas was forced into the wall, over and over, 
feeling Toby's cock almost in his throat, his balls bouncing off his ass, hearing him hiss, "You're going to come 


like this, fucker, and you're going to beg for it.” 


"Don't--know--what--this--fasci--nation--is--with-- fuck--me-- fuck-begging," Lukas choked out, between 


thrusts. 
‘Open yourself to me!" 
"Already--open. FUCK!" Lukas's head fell back to Toby's shoulder, the pleasure eating him alive. "Ah, fuck" 


"Mine. Wanna feel you come. Come on, bitch," Toby slurred as he rolled his hips, stabbing at Lukas's prostate 
again and again, causing him to come as close as he ever did to giving Toby just what he wanted to hear. 


"Fuck me harder." 


And Toby did, somehow, slamming Lukas into the wall as the smaller man came, arching, crying out, "Ah, fuck 


yeah. Fuck yeah!" 


Another bite to his neck and Toby was coming, muttering into his skin, "Ahhh... fuck, so fucking good. Mine... 


mine... mine..." 
It was the repetition of the word so soon after coming that had Lukas whimpering as he could feel Toby's 
every spurt deep in him. He was shaking, relying on the taller man to keep him upright. They didn't move for a 


long moment. 


Finally, Toby held him tight as he slipped free, licking over the marks on his neck, making him shiver. "You 
okay?" he asked softly. 


Lukas nodded "Well, unless you count not being able to sit for a week, you fucker." He threw an elbow back, 


making Toby laugh. 

"Come on. Let's get to bed" Toby turned Lukas around and they were face to face again 

Lukas could read him, could see the warring emotions, the gentleness and the gruffness, the residual anger and 
the affection, the wisps of clouds from the past storm. When he spoke, it was gently. "Now who's the bitch?" 
By the cuff of Toby's shirt, he pulled him close, rewarded with a hard kiss and lick over his split lip. 

"Yeah, but who's mine?" 


Lukas could only reply in a whisper, his eyes half-mast as they met Toby's. "Me." 


"Damn right. And don't you forget it," Toby said as he shucked the rest of both their clothes and urged them 


into the bed, under the covers, limbs entwined 

"If | didn't, you wouldn't have reason to remind me. 

"Dont need a reason," Toby whispered. ‘Ill show you unprovoked, you know" 
"| know," Lukas breathed back, body relaxing. "I like this’ 


A soft chuckle in his ear was the last thing he heard as he drifted off. "| know you do. That's part of what 


makes you such a bitch." 


